Looks like there's a new 
shepherd in town! 

Written by dreamkatcha. Any related videos, as always, can 
be found on my YouTube channel. 

None of this would have been possible without the fantastic 
resources generously provided by immensely talented 
emulator authors, and communities such as Hall of Light, 
Lemon Amiga, Lemon 64, World of Spectrum, Moby Games, 
World of Longplays and Recorded Amiga Games. Thank you 
for your tireless dedication to preserving the history of 

gaming. 


Dystopian visions of the future in popular culture 
traditionally portray nebulously sinister Bladerunner style 
metropoles in which the inhabitants are metaphorically 
shackled by a totalitarian fascist state. Should the 
downtrodden, chemically repressed proles fail to toe the line, 
they are often disappeared in a heartbeat, never to be heard 
from again. 

Troubled Guy: I don't know... lately I just don't feel like 
there's anything special about me. 

Booth: You are an incredibly sensitive man, who inspires 
joy-joy feelings in all those around you. 

Demolition Man turns this cliche on its head by beginning in 
a state of dystopia (in 1996) and advancing to a futuristic 
supposed utopia (in 2032). Albeit plagiarising Brave New 
World's concept of 'negative utopia'. 



Everything determined by committee to be morally 
unacceptable or bad for your mental or physical health is 
outlawed. A small sample of such includes tasty food, 
swearing, independent thought, emotions, and tangible sex. 

John Spartan: Look, Huxley, why don't we just do it the 
old-fashioned way? 

Lenina Huxley: (stands up, shocked) Eeewww, 
disgusting! You mean... iluid transfer? 

Lenina Huxley: The exchange of bodily fluids, do you 
know what that leads to? 

John Spartan: Yeah, I do! Kids, smoking, a desire to raid 
the fridge. 



Once in the grip of San Angeles' "be well" newspeak, only an 
outsider clinging to the laissez-faire ideals of the old regime 
is capable of lifting the veil, equating Demolition Man with 
the pessimistic purlieu of Orwell's 1984. It's not only high- 
rise buildings that Sylvester Stallone demolishes, his 
eponymous movie precariously straddling the line between 
brainless action flick and preachy, didactic expose on the 
frailty of the human condition. 

It would be a novel approach had the core themes not been 
directly lifted from Brave New World by Aldous Huxley, the 
partial namesake of Sandra Bullock's character, Lenina 
Huxley. Multiple parallels between Demolition Man and Brave 
New World are apparent without digging too deeply. In 




Demolition Man, convicts are banished to cryogenic 
incubators where they are rehabilitated through neural 
reprogramming so as to allow them to be integrated into 
future society once they can convince the authorities that 
they are ready to make a worthwhile contribution. What this 
entails is determined by psychological assessment to gauge 
where their strengths lie. This explains why Spartan emerges 
from hibernation as an expert seamstress. A misapplication of 
the personality traits identified by a flawed system. 



We never discover what might have become of Phoenix, 
since his reintegration program is prematurely hijacked by 
Cocteau. Rather than soul-searching to massage out his 
positive attributes, Phoenix's aggression and aptitude for 
martial arts are exploited. As well as instilling the vital skills 
to hack hi-tech security networks. 



In Brave New World, citizens are genetically engineered from 
the outset via artificial wombs. Subsequently indoctrinated 
to fulfil one class-oriented designation or another as 
determined by their capacity for white or blue-collar work. 

Members of society are kept in check within both fictional 
cities (San Angeles and London AF) by way of brainwashing 
delivered through repetition of prime mantras. In Brave New 
World, this takes place subconsciously during sleep, piping 
hypnopedic messages directly into the brain where they are 
readily absorbed in its more susceptible state. Adversely, in 
Demolition Man, these psychological harnesses are 
disseminated through conscious verbal communication akin 
to courteous greetings which become infused in the psyche 
through regular, benign bombardment. 

Constant reminders in Demolition Man instruct people to 
always look on the bright side of life, sustaining their ability 
to function within the community. In Brave New World, the 
less subtle administration of 'soma' brings about the 
equivalent balance desired; a manufactured drug designed 
to flood the brain with happy hormones, thereby alleviating 
the trauma of confronting reality. 

Beyond the confines of civilised society, in each case, lies a 
neglected zone in which the outcasts reside, voluntarily or 
through obligatory banishment. In Demolition Man, this is 
represented by the underground network presided over by 
radical pariah, Edgar Friendly, and his 'primitive' tribe of 
free-thinkers. Brave New World's equivalent is the New 
Mexico-based Savage Reservation that harbours any 
degenerates born the old-fashioned way, those who 
consequently succumb to disease and unnatural outside 
influences not ordained by the World State. 

Finally, we can compare and contrast "the right to be 
unhappy" versus the "right to be a**holes" as contemplated 



by John and Phoenix respectively. That's John of no specific 
surname, Malpais dweller from Huxley's Brave New World, 
not John Spartan. 

Is it preferable to live a genuine, yet miserable life, eyes wide 
open to the beauty and horrors this entails, or one fulfilled 
through obfuscation of the truth? Is there any middle ground 
and should individuals be free to explore it unhindered? 


BIG BROTHER 



1$ WATCHING VOU 


1984, the better known literary, dystopian vision of the 
future, influenced Demolition Man to a lesser extent. 
Nevertheless, as in Brave New World, Oceania has its 
forsaken no-go areas where the poor live. San Angeles and 
Oceania also have telescreens in common, although in 
Demolition Man these serve to improve communication 
rather than foisting upon citizens an intruding, uninvited 
window into their world. So they're led to believe. 



You coiz/c/argue that Big Brother is watching in both worlds. 
San Angeles' swear monitors perpetually spy to identify 
aberrant behaviour, acting as judge, jury and fine-issuer at 
their discretion. Who knows what else they hear and how this 
information is processed? All the same fears people harbour 
today regarding how much Amazon, Google and Apple know 
about our private lives could be applied. The Thought Police 
pervade under many guises. ;) 

Incidentally, it's often claimed that Demolition Man predicted 
all kinds of technological advancements that ultimately 
came to pass and are in common operation today. Absolute 
hokum. It latched onto futuristic concepts and daydreams 
that were in common parlance in sci-fi literature decades 
ago. That's aside from inventing the Sinclair C5... 11 years 
after it was unveiled by Clive. ;) 

If we want to fall down this rabbit hole we could insist that 
The Flintstones devised the Apple wristwatch. Yes, that does 
feature in an episode of the cartoon. None of these hi-tech 
developments are new ideas, not even self-driving cars. We 
just had to wait long enough for technology and scientific 
genius to catch up with imagination. 

Lenina though. Before getting sidetracked I was about to say 
that she's predisposed to studying people, ticking boxes and 
breaking down their character into neat, stereotypical traits 
that are easy to digest. With no real police work to do since 
crime has been eliminated, it passes the time. Did I mention 
that she's a police officer? Well, she is. One of the few who 
demonstrate a glimmer of autonomous thought. 

Huxley is particularly obsessed with John Spartan (played by 
Sylvester Stallone), a rugged, old-school cop cryogenically 
frozen in the nineties as punishment for (allegedly) screwing 
up a hostage rescue. He didn't, the corpses were already 
what the definition implies; they were carefully planted to 



incriminate LAPD's no. 1 cop, the nemesis of psychopathic 
career criminal, Simon Phoenix. 

Captain Healy: What do mean they're not here, are you 
sure? 

John Spartan: Because I did a thermo check. They're only 
8 people, all a part of his gang. 

Simon Phoenix: (Being arrested) Wrong again. 

John Spartan: Do you have something to say, scum bag? 

Captain Healy: (to officer apprehending Phoenix) Get him 
out of here. 

(to Spartan) 

Captain Healy: You and I are gonna have a nice long chat. 
Fire Fighter: (Coming in) Captain. Captain. 

Captain Healy: What. 

Fire Fighter: We've checked the building. There's bodies 
everywhere, there has to be about 20 or 30, they're 
everywhere. 

(Spartan looks in disbelief) 

Simon Phoenix: See Captain. I told him, he said he didn't 
care. 

(Spartan charges at Phoenix but is restrained by his 
fellow officers) 

Simon Phoenix: Oh s**t, I can't believe that you gave up 
30 hostages for little old me. We're gonna have a nice 


time together. See ya sweetie. Honey! Sugar! 

Captain Healy: Hope you called your lawyer, because 
you're gonna need him. 



Would you expect the 'Demolition Man' to do anything other 
than blow up the building harbouring this nutter to be rid of 
him? He's got form. 

TV. Reporter: (to John Spartan) How can you justify 
destroying a $7 million-dollar mini-mall to rescue a girl 
whose ransom was only $25,000 dollars? 


Little Girl: F**KYOU, LADY! 

John Spartan: Ha! Good answer! 




On this occasion, somehow Spartan and Phoenix both escape 
with their iimbs stiii attached, otherwise, it wouid be a very 
brief fiim. Wesiey Snipes is Spartan's unhinged bete noir 
Joker who acts on impuise, reveiiing in the joy of pure chaos. 
No megaiomaniacai compunctions drive him, it's aii about 
the here and now hedonism, and that's what makes him 
dangerous and captivating, it's this iack of forethought that 
iands him a cryogenic prison chamber aiongside Siy, who is 
convicted of mansiaughter and sentenced to serve 70 years 
in this purgatoriai iand of iimbo. The idea is to rehabiiitate 
them by transposing their negative, vioient impuises with 
happy-ciappy positive ones, assessing their right to paroie 
when the time is right. 

John Spartan: (after he's made Huxiey a sweater) i came 

out of rehab and the first thing i wanted to do was knit\ 





Thirty-six years into the future Phoenix is granted 
consideration for reiease, yet takes matters into his own 
hands by escaping before the triai can reach a verdict. Littie 
does he (or we) know at this point that Phoenix's reiease was 
orchestrated by the incumbent ieader of the 'free' worid 
(Doctor Raymond Cocteau piayed by Nigei Hawthorne) to 
tackie a defector misconstrued as a revoiutionary ieader 
pianning a coup. Comedian and actor, Denis Leary, piaying 
Edgar Friendiy. 









Lenina Huxley: No, John Spartan, you do not accuse the 
saviour of our city of being in league with a multi-murder- 
death-killer like Simon Phoenix! It's... rude! 

John Spartan: I'll be subtle. I'm good at subtle. 

Denis Leary is known for his rapid-fire rants about anything 
and everything without taking a breath. I'm told that's 
entertaining. In Demolition Man he rants about the injustices 
of the new world order. Rapidly, without pausing to inhale. 




Edgar Friendly: You got that right. See, according to 
Cocteau's plan, I'm the enemy. Cause I like to think, I like 
to read. I'm into freedom of speech and freedom of 
choice. I'm the kind of guy who wants to sit in a greasy 
spoon and think, "Gee, should I have the T-bone steak or 
the jumbo rack of barbecued ribs with the side order of 
gravy fries?" I want high cholesterol. I want to eat bacon, 
butter and buckets of cheese, okay? I want to smoke a 
Cuban cigar the size of Cincinnati in a non-smoking 
section. I wanna run through the streets naked with 
green Jello all over my body reading Playboy magazine. 
Why? Because I suddenly might feel the need to. Okay, 
pal? I've seen the future, you know what it is? It's a 47- 
year-old virgin sittin' around in his beige pyjamas, 
drinking a banana-broccoli shake singing "I'm an Oscar- 
Meyer Wiener". You wanna live on top, you gotta live 
Cocteau's way. What he wants, when he wants, how he 
wants. Your other choice: come down here, maybe starve 
to death. 



Incompetence is the watchword for the 21st-century police. 
They have no clue that Phoenix's reprieve was a deliberate 
ploy to maintain the dubious status quo, to hell with the 
consequences. Who was going to put Jack back in the box 
once he'd done the deed? 



Dr Cocteau: (to Simon Phoenix) I hadn't counted on this, 
but I must say, you worked out beautifully. People are 
terrified of you. 



Simon Phoenix: What's new? People have always been 
terrified of me. 

Dr Cocteau: Yes, but this time, they're really intimidated. 
Now I'll have carte blanche to create the perfect society. 
My society. San Angeles will be a beacon of order 

(Simon Phoenix is trying to shoot on Dr Cocteau, but he 
is unable to pull the trigger) 

Dr Cocteau: with the purity of an ant colony. And the 
beauty of a flawless pearl. 

Simon Phoenix: Look, you can't take away people's right 
to be assholes. 

In a world that has abandoned physical aggression as a 
means of upholding law and order, the solution is deemed to 
be sending in one maniac to catch another. Hey, that sounds 
like a catchphrase to me. As the only cop who still knows how 
to boot bottom. Sly is released from his frosty prison cell. 



Simon Phoenix: What's this? Six of you. Such nice, tidy 
uniforms. Oh, I'm so scared! 

(the Police Officers look at each other) 

Simon Phoenix: What you guys don't have sarcasm 
anymore? 

(Police Officer talks to his automated assistant) 

Squad Leader: Maniac has responded with a scornful 
remark. 

automated assistant: Approach, and repeat ultimatum in 
an even firmer tone of voice. Add the words, "or else". 



Erwin: We're police officers! We're not trained to handle 
this kind of violence! 



Obviously, life has moved on in the last 36 years, while Sly 
remains firmly rooted in the 20th century, much like more 



typical prison movies where the criminal protagonist 
emerges decades after first being sent down. Cue the usual 
fish out of water culture clash shenanigans. 

Taco Bell Patron: What would you say if I called you a 
brutish fossil, symbolic of a decayed era gratefully 
forgotten? 


John Spartan: I don't know... thanks? 



Yes, naturally that includes not knowing what to do with the 
three seashells toilet paper replacement system, and having 
to contend with the digital equivalent of a swear jar. 

John Spartan: (whispering to Lenina) Look, I don't know if 
you guys know it, but uh... you're out of toilet paper. 

Alfredo Garcia: (confused) Did... did you say toilet paper? 

Lenina Huxley: Um... they used handfuls of wadded 
paperback in the 20th... 



(Lenina, Alfredo, and Erwin all laugh) 


John Spartan: I'm happy that you're happy, but the place 
where you're supposed to have the toilet paper, you've 
got this little shelf with three seashells on it. 

Erwin: He doesn't know how to use the three seashells! 

(Erwin continues to laugh, then calms down) 

Erwin: I can see how that could be confusing. 

These have since become some of the most widely used and 
abused memes known to net nerd, and they weren't exactly 
subtle in the movie. Once would be funny, every 30 seconds 
is painful. Delivered by Rob Schneider, the gags are 
excruciating. 

The seashells thing would be hilarious if people would just 
appreciate it for what it is, allowing the jape to bask in the 
glory of mysticism. It works because it's never elucidated. 
How they function can't be explained because this was never 
contemplated and didn't need to be nailed down. That's the 
beauty of it, we're as lost as Sly. 

Again, a buzzer sounding to indicate the issue of a fine every 
time someone swears is witty as an isolated joke. It wears a 
bit thin after the thousandth time it assaults your senses. It's 
like a phone ringing in the cinema every five minutes and 
the idiot owner answering it in a deafening tone. Now you 
could make a comedy sketch out of that. If we were still living 
in the '90s. There's a chance I've missed the boat on that 


one. 







Lenina Huxley: Ah, smoking is not good for you, and it's 
been deemed that anything not good for you is bad; 
hence, illegal. Alcohol, caffeine, contact sports, meat... 

John Spartan: Are you sh**ting me? 


Moral Statute Machine: John Spartan, you are fined one 
credit for a violation of the Verbal Morality Statute. 


John Spartan: What the hell is that? 


Moral Statute Machine: John Spartan, you are fined one 
credit for a violation of the Verbal Morality Statute. 

Lenina Huxley: Bad language, chocolate, gasoline, 
uneducational toys and anything spicy. Abortion is also 
illegal, but then again so is pregnancy if you don't have a 
license. 

Banning swearing might not be such a terrible idea actually. 

It would be a fun experiment to try on YouTube at least. 
Imagine how much pointless dross would disappear 
overnight! Then again, if people were no longer able to 
substitute the F word for every single adjective and verb in 
the English language we'd end up with some very stilted 
reviews and whatnot. 

We'll put that one on the back burner for now. What's 
brilliant in the way swearing is utilised in Demolition Man is 
that Sly combines the two recurring gags to bork the system. 
More specifically he deliberately swears in the vicinity of the 
profanity detectors to produce paper contravention tickets 
that can be recycled as toilet 'roll'. It succinctly indicates 
what he thinks of the new world's language-Nazi policy. 

John Spartan: (to machine on wall after finding out that 
they no longer use toilet paper) Thanks a lot you s**t- 
brained, f**k-faced, ball-breaking, duck f**king pain in 
the ass. 

Moral Statute Machine: John Spartan, you are fined five 
credits for repeated violations of the verbal morality 
statute. 

John Spartan: (grabbing the tickets) So much for the 
seashells. See you in a few minutes. 



That's inspired writing. Winston Smith took umbrage with the 
tyrannical rules imposed upon on him too, though I don't 
recall him stressing his objections via the medium of comedy. 

John Spartan: Is it cold in here, or is it just me? 

Simon Phoenix: Good memory. 

This welcome exception aside, it seems that the writers were 
determined to demolish the movie with cheap one-liners, 
self-referential call-backs to cheap one-liners, jarringly 
blatant product placement and derivative plot devices. 
Demolition Man is like a cat burglar with a skeleton key to the 
kingdom. So shameless it grabs us by the ears and yells its 
crimes in our faces by way of confession, just to head off any 
accusations. 

John Spartan: Hey Puke Skywalker, use the force. 






Simon Phoenix: You're dead, Spartan! 

John Spartan: You forgot to say Simon Says. 

In one scene Huxley alludes to Spartan being an empty- 
headed He-Man archetype. You might think it's a throwaway 
line except that Mattel were responsible for manufacturing 
the He-Man toy figures and recycled their moulds when 
creating those in the guise of Demolition Man's leading cast. 



John Spartan: Look, I'm sorry I yelled at you back there. 

Lenina Huxley: No need to make a de-hurtful retraction. 
I've just assimilated too much contraband. I fleshed you 
out as some blow-up-the-bad-guy-with-a-happy-grin-he- 
man type, but now I realize that you're the moody- 



troubled-past-gunslinger-who-only-draws-when-he-must 

type. 

John Spartan: Huxley, stop. 

Lenina Huxley: What? 

John Spartan: I'm not any of that. I just do my job and 
things get... 

Lenina Huxley: Get demolished. 

Just one small example of the tacky laziness that permeates 
the movie. 

Lenina Huxley: I was wondering if you would like to have 
sex? 

John Spartan: (surprised) Here? With you? Now? 

Lenina Huxley: (nervously, nodding) Mm-hmm. 

John Spartan: Oh yeah. 

Practically everything is borrowed and referenced with an 
anvil-shaped nod of recognition, or stolen outright. It's VR 
sex concept from the 1983 movie. Brainstorm. Sandra 
Bullock's demonstration of it from When Harry Met Sally. 

The deep stasis tomb of imprisonment from Alien and the 
Hungarian novel, Holtak Harca (Fight of the Dead), published 
by sci-fi writer, Istvan Nemere, in 1986. In fact, the majority 
of the plot is directly lifted from the latter without credit. 
Istvan was too small a fish to sue, so Silver Pictures/Warner 
Bros, got away with it. 

Oh, there's more. Sly's displacement and alienation from the 
modern world is akin to Marty's time travel experience in 


Back to the Future II. We even see the equivalent of 
anaesthetising Jennifer when Sly 'glowsticks' Lenina, sending 
her into a deep sleep for her own protection. 

Lenina Huxley: Thank you for rendering me unconscious. 

John Spartan: Huxley, I did it for your own good. 

Lenina Huxley: We're supposed to be a team. 

John Spartan: We are. 

(grabs Huxley, dips, and tongue-kisses her) 

Lenina Huxley: (shocked, but impressed) Oh, my. Are all 
bodily fluid transfers like this? 

John Spartan: Better. 

Lenina Huxley: Better? Oh, my. 

(Huxley kisses Spartan) 

John Spartan: I think I'm gonna like the future. 

Ironically, she's intelligent and handy to have around so 
could easily have helped tackle Phoenix. That's despite not 
being able to get a grip on '90s lingo. Lenina thoroughly 
mangles every catchphrase, comeback and quip, just like 
Biff. 


Lenina Huxley: He's finally matched his meet. You really 
licked his ass. 

John Spartan: That's met his match and kicked... kicked 
his ass... 

Lenina Huxley: Okay. Let's go blow this guy. 


John Spartan: (Annoyed) Away. Blow this guy awayl 
Lenina Huxley: Whatever. 

Sanitising and controlling every aspect of existence to create 
the perfect - albeit bland, emotionless, and empty - society 
was the nightmarish crux of Brave New World. An aspiration 
achieved through the methodical conditioning of 'aberrant' 
subjects as in Clockwork Orange. A novel/movie that also has 
a thing or two to say on the subject of crime and punishment 
and the futility of artificially moulding people to the will of 
authority. 




Then there's the way Phoenix is brandished like a weapon of 
mass destruction, yet at the same time harnessed to protect 
his master and saviour of convenience. Much like RoboCop is 
programmed with directives to prevent him from harming 
OCR's head honcho, Phoenix is injected with a biochip that 
determines the limitations of his behaviour. As it happens, he 
neatly works around this dilemma by instructing Jesse 
Ventura to slay Cocteau instead. Necessity being the mother 
of invention! 

Simon Phoenix: That's what you remind me of an evil Mr 
Rodgers. 

(Simon Phoenix drops the gun to his team-mate) 

Simon Phoenix: Will you please kill him? He's pissing me 
off. 

(the team-mate shoots Dr Cocteau to death with multiple 
shots) 

Simon Phoenix: (after his gang kills Dr Cocteau) Put 
another log on the fire! 

(the gang throws Cocteau into the fireplace) 



The final example of scurrilous pilfering is revealed, 
appropriately enough, during the finale. Sly wields the 
cryogenic chemical employed in his preservation to freeze 
Phoenix to the spot, much like in Terminator 2. With a 
precisely timed kick to the noggin, he shatters into 
thousands of icy shards. "Heads up!" If he'd survived, no 
doubt he'd believe he was Pancho Villa. 

It's a real shame since, for a blockbuster action flick, the 
script is infused with unexpected depth. Scrape just beneath 
the explosions and bravado, however, and you'll find plenty 
of thoughtful commentary on the failings of the human race, 
free will, prejudice, political correctness, social engineering, 
the infringement of personal freedom by overbearing 
government, power of unity, class division and so on. 



Cartoon sound effects, tongue in cheek violence and lame 
gags do their best to mask this intelligence, ensuring that it 
appealed to the lowest common denominator, and this is 
clearly reflected in critical assessments from the time of 
release. Demolition Man was dismissed by many as a 
brainless, forgettable popcorn movie. Even Denis Leary 
summed it up as a "giant piece of s**t", and he was in it! See 
the YouTube video 'Denis Leary Remembers Denis Leary 
Movies' on the 'Funny Or Die Too' channel for the proof. 

Part of the problem is that Demolition Man aimed to target 
two polar opposite types of audience in the same way that 
Total Recall achieved admirably, except with less emphasis 
on goofy cartoon violence and comedy, the latter was far 
more likely to be treated with respect. It wasn't until much 
later when people began to see Demolition Man as a clever 
social satire as well as an excuse to blow up buildings and 
pepper villains with lead. 

Demolition Man's dual approach to captivating the public's 
attention would be fine if it hadn't sabotaged any goodwill 
engendered by patronising its audience with obtrusive, 
brazen product placement courtesy of Taco Bell, or Pizza Hut 
outside of America where no-one cares or has heard of... what 
are they called again? 




It all feels so tawdry, and topping off the swindle, the 
production crew couldn't even be bothered re-recording lines 
or filming alternative shots for the 'rest of world' releases. 
Dialogue was instead dubbed, visual logos supplanted with 
jerky CGI overlays... when the editors remembered. Some 
Taco Bell branding remains in the non-US versions. There's 
even an off-kilter, out of the blue reference to Haagen Daz 
ice cream, though I can't be sure if that was paid for 
advertising or just an odd decision made by the scriptwriters. 




With such heavy emphasis on spin-off merchandising, you'd 
guess a game or two would have been developed based on 
the movie. And you'd be right - Alexandria Inc. took care of 
that (or at least the more interesting 16-bit game I'll be 
covering here). It was originally to be published by Virgin in 
1993 to accompany the movie release, yet was ultimately 
delivered by Acclaim in 1995 once the hype-dust had settled 
and the chances of recouping production costs were minimal 
A year earlier Virgin developed and published an alternative 
interpretation solely for the 3DO. 












Various incarnations of Acclaim's offering were made 
available for the SEGA Genesis/Mega Drive, SNES, and SEGA 
CD. Mega Drive and SNES variants are largely 
interchangeable, whilst the SEGA CD title benefits (?) from 
digitised movie clips employed to introduce upcoming levels 
and set the scene. 






3D0 gamers received a different game entirely, blending 
shooting gallery levels with driving, hand to hand combat 
and first-person shooter segments. It received some very 
positive reviews at the time, yet hasn't aged as gracefully as 
Acclaim's 2D platformer. 

"My initial reaction to the thought of playing Demolition 
Man for the Genesis was not especially good. The movie 
was released so long ago and I'd already played the 3DO 
version several months ago. I was pleasantly surprised. I 






















liked this version of Demolition Man as much as I liked 
Virgin's 3DO version. Of course, Acclaim's Genesis 
version doesn't look or sound half as good. But it's just as 
playable, if not more so." 

Video Games & Computer Entertainment (80%, 
Genesis, September 1995) 



John Spartan: Bad aim, Blondie! 

Simon Phoenix: Spartan? John Spartan? Aw s**t, they let 
anybody into this century! What the hell you doing here? 

All variants of such feature digitised samples of some of Sly's 
shortest catchphrases that still delight fans today. Right from 
the opening scene in which he launches himself out of a 
Chinook heli-chopper on a bungee cord screaming "Send a 
maniac to catch one... heads up!" 


























That's actually two catchphrases in one, the second taken 
out context, although it seems petty to quibble since it 
ushers in one of the most satisfying launchpads to an old- 
school platformer you'll ever see. 

Whilst the 2D game follows the traditional action-platformer 
model without really adding anything especially innovative, 
everything is executed masterfully. Overall, it's an excellent 
example of the genre released at a time when these kind of 
games were so ingrained in the culture there was no reason 
they shouldn't have been honed to perfection. Except plenty 
weren't. 



As an action platformer with little thinking required, the pace 
is frenetic to match the few high-octane fight sequences 
involving Stallone and Snipes. As such you'll be dispatching 
far more baddies than the movie's 72 body count would 



suggest. Opponents attack relentlessly, respawning ad 
infinitum with little variation to the sprites. That's to be 
expected really; the movie lends one main baddie plus a few 
generic proles (aka 'Scraps') who live underground and 
ultimately side with Sly anyway, what with them not being so 
savage after all despite first impressions. 



Lenina Huxley: (Spartan encounters a burger grill in the 
underground world) Just don't ask them where the meat 
comes from. 

John Spartan: Huxley, what's that supposed to mean? 

Lenina Huxley: Do you see any cows around here, 
detective? 



John Spartan: Que es este came? 

(What is this meat?) 

Hamburger Stand Scrap: Este came es de rata. 
(This meat is from rats) 



John Spartan: Rat? This is a rat burger? 

(vendor nods) 

John Spartan: Not bad! Matter of fact this is the best 
burger I've had in years! 

Hamburger Stand Scrap: Gracias, Senor. 

John Spartan: Prego. See ya later. 




With all the rats hunted to extinction for sustenance, it's no 
wonder that in the game we fight Phoenix multiple times and 
one of the 'bosses' doesn't exist in the movie. A car crane 
that is! There's no cameo from Jesse Ventura or Jack Black 
sadly. 

"Action gamers will definitely want a piece of this game. 
Anyone else looking for some interesting graphics and 
'shoot first' gameplay will definitely find this a Man for all 
seasons." 


GamePro (80%, Genesis, October 1995) 















While some level themes were clearly inspired by the movie, 
such as the library, museum, car junkyard, and Scrap's 
underground lair, others bear no relation. 




Boggle Guard: Mellow greetings. What seems to be your 
boggle? 

Phoenix's 'boggle' is that the selfish museum curators have 
gone and stashed all the 20th-century weapons (complete 
with ammo) inside a reinforced glass display case making 
them harder to liberate. 






































It's possible that the car park and monorail stages were 
based on deleted scenes or fleshed out fragments of the 
theatrical release. Demolition Man's production stalled for a 
long time due to quibbling over the screenplay, in large part 
thanks to the excessive number of people involved and their 
divergent conceptions of the story. This resulted in littering 
the cutting room floor with unused material including, most 
notably, a sub-plot involving Sly meeting his now grown-up 
daughter, one of the outlaw Scraps. 























"For cart-hungry 16-bit gamers, Demolition Man is a 
welcome treat. It isn't the longest or toughest game 
you'll play this fall, but it's one of the most entertaining." 


GamePro (80%, SNES, November 1995) 


































To break up the intense platforming, some just as intense 
overhead view levels interject. Also, a mainstay of console 
gaming, these resemble Smash TV or True Lies. Latterly, more 
movie license fare, this time starring Sly's best mate Arnie, 
who gets a name-check in Demolition Man as a result of 
becoming president in the future. A turn of events which 
seems far less crazy now than it would have in 1993 
following his stint as California's Governator. 

Lenina Huxley: I have, in fact, perused some newsreels in 
the Schwarzenegger Library, and the time that you took 
that car... 

John Spartan: Hold it. The Schwarzenegger Library? 

Lenina Huxley: Yes. The Schwarzenegger Presidential 
Library. Wasn't he an actor when you...? 




John Spartan: Stop! He was President? 


Lenina Huxley: Yes! Even though he was not born in this 
country, his popularity at the time caused the 61st 
Amendment which states... 

John Spartan: I don't wanna know. President... 

Arnie technically coi//c/r?'f become president as the law 
stands having been born outside of the US. Changes have 
been considered before now! A proposal known as the 'Equal 
Opportunity to Govern Amendment'. Make sure you're armed 
and ready! 

Simon Phoenix: Wait a minute, this is the future. Where 
are all the phaser guns? 

A variety of weapons are at our disposal from the unlimited 
ammo, basic handgun to the restricted ammo Magnum and 
shotgun upgrades, offering increased potency and superior 
range respectively. These are supplemented with projectiles - 
a cache of up to five hand or flame grenades. This being a 
multi-button console game, mixing and matching attacks is 
child's play. 
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To its credit, control, in general, is superb, making a rock- 
hard game, well, still rock-hard. Nevertheless, it can't hurt to 
be able to manoeuvre predictably and responsively if we're 
expected to keep Phoenix in check. Once we've adjusted to 




the slightly awkward lurching motion of the jump that is. 
Attempt to 'cheat' by choosing the easy option and Sly 
mockingly informs us how much we 'suck'. Ironically, the 
'calm' option is still painfully, infuriatingly tough. Scaling up 
the suffering for any masochists out there, it's possible to 
play in 'crazed' or 'total demolition' mode. 
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However you approach it. Demolition Man is certainly one for 
the expert gamer since it offers plenty of scope to adapt to 
Sly's impressive agility and the array of acrobatics this 
permits. 





He can strafe in the top-down sections, dangle from ropes, 
swing and climb on almost anything, hurtle down zip-wires, 
traverse tight-wires shimmying beneath, somersault, shoot in 
any direction even while running backwards or hanging onto 
a... whatever. 





Blow something up and the screen shakes dramatically, 
evoking the early CGI effects/practical explosions seen in the 
movie. 

As much as the genuine article, pixelated Sly seems to have 
been to the Strider training corp., passed with distinction, 
shunted aside Megaman and been promoted to lead trainer. 
The Amiga's closest rival just doesn't measure up. What 
would that be anyway? Team 17's Assassin? 

"It's a fine shoot 'em up, more than able to lord it up 
there with Dredd. A game that gamers will enjoy." 

Mean Machines (85%, Genesis, September 1995) 






Considering its aesthetic finesse, ear-pounding soundtrack 
and a diligent attempt to mirror the movie, Demolition Man 
the game is a commendable effort that's up there with the 
best of them. Had it emerged two years earlier in synchrony 
with the movie. I'm convinced it would have received much 
more attention and a higher rank in the genre's hard-fought 
leader board. You'll find that the first gun-toting peacemaker 
past the finishing line conquers all, any latecomers to the 
party dismissed as copycats. 
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Nevertheless, if you enjoy contravening the laws of futuristic 
etiquette, detonating corporate buildings and cooking up a 
chaotic cocktail of carnage, you may as well give it a whirl. 
Acclaim's game actually improves upon the source material 
since it knows what it aspires to be, and has the guts to 
execute the plan without cowardly backing its horses both 
ways, while still accepting advertiser bribes to counteract the 
possibility of floppage. 

(last lines) 

John Spartan: But there's just one thing I wanna know... 

Lenina Huxley: Hm? 

John Spartan: How's that damn three seashell thing 

work? 








